



By Fibivell Jackson 


T HUNDER McGuire was a big, strapping 
man with whiskers as strong as railroad 
spikes and eyebrows bushy enough to hide a 
covey of sage hens. His shoulders were wider 
than a longhorn’s long horns and the muscles 
of his arms looked as if he’d accidentally 
gotten a couple of basketballs under his skin. 
Luckily, he was a real good-natured feller ex¬ 
cept when he got angry. 

When he wanted to be, Thunder McGuire 
was the best cowhand that was ever born south 
of the North Pole. The wildest mustang 
couldn’t throw him. He was a dead shot if 
any rustlers happened to be foolish enough 
to nose around any spread where he was work¬ 
ing. And he once stopped a stampede of two- 
thousand head of cattle by just merely stand¬ 
ing out in front of them and frowning at them. 
Those steers were plumb scared to pass by 
good old Thunder when he was a-frowning! 

As I said, he was a good cowhand when he 
wanted to be, but mostly he liked to be in 
town where there was excitement. And when¬ 
ever he was in town, there was bound to be 
excitement. He only took ranch jobs when he 
ran out of money, which was frequently, be¬ 
cause he was a generous-hearted feller and 
whenever he happened to bust anything he 
wanted to pay up the expenses for having it 
fixed. 

Yes sir, he was broke quite a lot of the 
time. Like one time he was broke he went into 
the Silver Dollar Casino. He was mighty 
thirsty from just having wrestled thirty men 
all at once out on the courthouse lawn. He 
licked them all, of course, but a job like that 
would work up a thirst for ’most anybody. 

So he went into the Casino and wanted to 
get a drink of sody pop on credit. He says to 
Old Slick Pompadour, the proprietor, “Slick, 
how far would you trust me?” 

“I would trust you just about as far as you 
could throw a piano!” said Slick, who was in 
a mean mood on account of his ulcers jumping 
around again. 


“Well, let’s just see how far that is!” said 
Thunder, and before Slick could even gasp. 
Thunder picked up the piano off the dance 
floor and marched outside with it. Then he 
heaved that piano clean over the blacksmith 
shop and over the Grain and Feed store and 
down past the jail and plumb into the middle 

Slick was so hopping mad he got hold of the 
sheriff and swore out a complaint against 
Thunder McGuire. The sheriff wasn’t scared 
of anybody so he says, “Thunder, you’ve got 
to go to the jail house and if you don’t go 
peaceable, I’ll get me a cannon and put a 
cannonball through your ornery hide! ’ 

Thunder chuckled, and his chuckle sounded 
like four bowling alleys all going at once. He 
said, “I'll go peaceable, Sheriff. ’Cause if you 
were to shoot that cannonball at me, it would 
just bounce off and hit some innocent person. 
I don’t want anybody to get hurt.” 

The sheriff took Thunder off to the jail 
and locked him in a cell where the walls were 
solid stone, four feet thick. Thunder sat th’ere 
peaceable for about a minute, then he thought, 
“There isn’t too much excitement in here. 
Think I’ll take me a stroll uptown and see 
what’s going on.” 

He didn’t want to bother the sheriff about 
unlocking the door and all that, so he just up 
with his fist and knocked out the side wall of 
the cell. 

When Slick saw him walking around free 
as a bird, he was fit to have apple plexy. He 
stormed into the sheriff’s office and yelled, 
“You’ve got to arrest him again!” 

“No sirree!” said the sheriff. “I’m not going 
to have the jail busted down all the time. 
Jails don’t grow on trees. Besides, Thunder 
has promised to buy you a new piano as soon 
as he gets the money. That’ll have to satisfy 
you!” 

This matter I have told you about was just 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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Thunder McGuire 

(Continued from inside front cover) 

a for-instance. Good Old Thunder was all the 
time doing interesting things like that, and 
naturally he became quite a hero around town. 
He was especially a hero to the small fry. Why 
there was ’most always a whole platoon of 
little boys following along after Thunder, 
trying to walk like him and talk like him and 
be just as much like him as possible. 

Everbody thought that was pretty cute ex¬ 
cept one man. He was James J. Duncan, the 
new school teacher. Now is was common gener¬ 
ally in those parts to have a school marm, but 
under the influence of Thunder McGuire, the 
students had become too rough for any lady to 
handle. So they brought in a man for the job. 
And I’ve got to admit that James J. Duncan 
was every inch a man. Trouble was, there 
weren’t enough inches. He was only about 
average height and kind of slender. 

Some of those little kids in his classroom— 
the boys of eighteen and nineteen—were even 
bigger than the teacher. ’Course, he could’ve 
licked some of the smaller ones, but he had 
some queer notions and one of ’em was that 
he didn’t believe in spankings. 

Yessir, James J. Duncan no spankee and 
even the little kids soon found out about it. 
Every two or three days, the whole class would 
be missing except for the girls. And they all 
got so brazen, they wouldn’t lie about where 
they’d been. They say, “We all went to watch 
Old Thunder lick his weight in wildcats!” Or, 
“We were watching Old Thunder bust an anvil 
in two with his bare hands.” 

Whenever he could get a quorum into his 
classroom, one of the things this teacher kept 
drilling into the pupils was this: “If you don’t 
know the answer, at least know where you can 
find the answer!” To me that seemed like a 
dumb thing to harp on because any blame fool 
knows you can always find the answer in the 
back of the book. 

But that’s neither here nor there. The stu¬ 
dents got to be absenter and absenter and once, 
when they didn’t show up for a whole week 
because they were all on a roundup with 


Thunder McGuire, the teacher couldn’t stand 
it any more. He marched right up to that giant 
of a man and he said, “Thunder, you are a bad 
influence on the children. You’d better get out 
of town.” 

Old Thunder looked down on James J. 
Duncan like as if he was a catty piller. He 
said, “Teacher, that’s good advice for you. If 
you ain’t out of town by sundown, I’m going 
to bust you in two with my bare fists.” 

Well, sir, nobody was much surprised when 
the teacher packed up and caught the four 
o’clock stage for Frisco. And nobody blamed 
him, either. That is, none of the men. Some of 
the womenfolk said it was a shame that such 
a good teacher turned out to be a coward. We 
were a mite surprised a few weeks later to 
hear that James J. Duncan had got on board 
of a ship and sailed plumb out of the country. 
Seemed no call for him to go that far. ’Tweren’t 
likely that Thunder McGuire would chase 

ing when somebody shakes my shoulder and 
hollers, “Hey, wake up. Who do you think is 
back in town? The school teacher! And if you 
hurry you can see him and Thunder have their 
showdown on the courthouse lawn!” 

Believe me, I slid into my breeches faster 
than a fireman. There was a big circle of folks 
on the lawn, watching, as Thunder and Duncan 
squared off facing each other, but I managed 
to squeeze up front. 

Thunder let out a roar and lunged at the 
little man. The teacher sort of backed away, 
then he made a quick grab at Thunder. It was 
amazing. Thunder flew up in the air, turned 
a somersault, and landed on his back with an 
earth-shaking thud. The teacher jumped on 
him and pressed a finger on Thunder’s neck. 
That giant of a man lay still, licked for the 
first time in his life. It was astonishing! 

W ELL, sir, that’s about the end of the 
story. That teacher never ran away at 
all. He just simply went over to Japan and 
took some jujitsu lessons. Then he came back 
and used what he had learned on Big Old 
Thunder. Believe me, interest in his classes 
really perked up after that, and who do you 
think became one of his star pupils? — 
Thunder McGuire! 

THE END 
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